David's Amazing Harp
    by David M. Harrison


A harp that soothes, comforts and brings healing to the soul


David's gift to the world c. 1000 BC


I dedicate this story to Ruth Harrison, my twin brother Don's widow.

I do want to acknowledge my gratitude to Dr. Marvin Dobson, Rev. Raymond Seay, and Mr. Fred Roth, Jr. for making it possible for me to fly to Minnesota to attend my brother's funeral on December 20, 1999.

Special thanks to my dear sweet wife Cathy Hart Harrison for the eoncouragement and help in writing this manuscript.


INTRODUCTION

Flying from Chattanooga to St. Paul was no easy feat in the peak of Christmas season. I thank the Lord for making it possible.

The day before the funeral, I was struggling with the loss of my twin brother. It was hard to deal with the death of a loved one. There were some doubts and anxious moments as to why all this was happening. What was the Lord saying to me personally?

The temperature outsid had dipped to 3 degrees below and the wind chill was predicted to be 45 degrees below for Monday. As I retired Sunday evening I noticed that a full moon was shining and that the next day would be the shortest day of the year.

I was awake at 5 a.m. and decided to go for a long walk. Six inches of fresh snow had fallen during the night and the air was very crisp. The blanket of snow sparkled and glowed with a pure angelic white everywhere. It was so beautiful, peaceful and still.

The snow was dry and powdery. As I waded through the white fluffy layer of snow, the sound of each step would squeak as my foot hit the ground. This was a sign that it was very could out. The night beauty was so overwhelming and very soothing as I hiked along a snow-covered wooded area.

I began to sense the presence of God and then all of a sudden I felt or heard the sound af a beautiful harp. It seemed that the music was coming from above, yet I could hear the music from within my heart.

As I focused on the inner music, the story of David's Amazing Harp was revealed to me. Peace flooded my soul and the tranquil surroundings heightened the joy of it all.

My heart was lifted up to God in thanksgiving for the wonderful gift of such sweet peace I do wish that everyone could know and experience such precious inner peace. It was then, I realized that even in the midst of death there was perfect peace within my heart. I believe this is what Christmas is all about. Peace is the real gift that the world is seeking.


DAVID'S AMAZING HARP

David the shepherd boy was an industrious and ingenious worker as well as a superb sheepherder. Young David used his time wisely in learning to use a sling with either hand. In those days, men made their own tools, weapons and instruments for entertainment. The most widely used instrument was the flute carved from a hollow reed, but you couldn't sing and play the flute at the same time.

David met an aged Egyptian traveler who played a harp and quizzed the old man on how to build his own harp. David was told to look for a certain type of courd that grew in ravines near the desert. With the gourd as the body or the base of the harp, David would need to make the strings and mount them.

One day while herding his sheep from the desert to a ravine for water and rest, David noticed a vine hanging from a cliff. Among the gourds hanging on the vine, one gourd caught his eye. It was the largest gourd he had ever seen and the convex shape or vertical section seemed perfect for building his harp.

The gourd sounded hollow and felt dry and very hard. It was large enough to mount twenty-two strings. The gourd itself would became the sound box to amplify the music.

David began to build the harp of his dream. I believe that the Lord was helping him to build it to perfection. There were so many details: holes to drill and cut, strings to be made from animal gut, wrest blocks or peg boxes to make and even some decorative ornaments. It would prove a long, tedious task.

Finally, each of the twenty-two strings were placed perfectly and tightened with the pegs to the right pitch. The gourd stained and polished beautifully.

Having designed his own harp, David was eager to learn to play his own unique invention. This was the first of more than 4000 instruments that David invented and built. While sheep grazed safely, he practiced for hours and days until he mastered his harp.

The music flowed from his harp with soothing beauty. His harp produced a solemn sound that had a natural tendency to compose and calm the mind, heart, and soul. It brought such peace and comfort to everyone who heard it. Shepherds and travelers from all over Israel heard of David's amazing harp. Under the light of the moon, sweet music flowed down the hillside and ascended up to the heavens.

David declared, "I will sing a new song unto thee, O God: upon the psaltery and an instrument of...strings will I sing praises unto thee." His talent was undisputed in all the land.

David was called in from the sheep field one day, and was secretly anointed king by the prophet Samuel. It was at that moment that the Holy Spirit came upon David, while the Spirit had departed from King Saul. King Saul, who reigned on the throne, had received an evil spirit that troubled him. The king grew fretful, discontent, vindictive, and suspicious. The soul of King Saul was so troubled and miserable he begged for something or someone to bring peace to his heart.

The servants of the palace told King Saul of a little shepherd boy who played the harp with such skill and beauty that even evil spirits would flee. The son of Jesse was truly the anointed one of God and played heavenly music on his harp.

David was summoned to appear before the king to play his harp. Sitting before the king, David began to play as never before on his amazing harp. When he played, all activities ceased in the palace. In fact, the entire city stood still just to hear this angelic music. The king felt refreshed and well from his trouble as the evil spirits departed from him.

Skill in anything comes by much practicing. David possessed musical abilities far beyond his age and his nimble fingers moved with grace and swiftness. David would tell you that his musicianship came from the Lord God Almighty.

Just to watch the movement of his hands amazed those who observed them. He was doing what seemed impossible on a home crafted instrument.

David, the sweet singer of Israel, sang many songs but none of them were written down at that time. Psalms were memorized, put to music and passed down from generation to generation by oral tradition.

When David's brothers were called to serve in Saul's army, he returned to his sheep near Bethlehem. He began to ponder all the troubles that plagued mankind: sin, tension, strife, restlessness, greed, anxiety, war and fighting everywhere. All the money, power, and possessions in the world could not satisfy the heart or bring peace to the soul. There must be something or someone that could bring peace to people of all walks of life.

David thought and prayed for a long time about the troubles of his people. "What could I give?" he pondered. "If it were in my power, I would offer one of my own sons, to bring forgiveness of sin and lasting peace to the world." Little did David know that among his descendants, one would be anointed. Jesus Christ, the "Son of David", was the anointed one chosen of God to take away our sins and bring true peace and eternal salvation.

One night when David's heart was so filled with the love of God, he began to play his harp. While camped on a hillside near the city of Bethlehem, the night air seemed so clear and the stars unusually bright. He began to play music more beautiful than ever before. It was a special night and he had a message of hope to give to the world.

All the angels of heaven ceased their activities and gathered around this little hill near Bethlehem just to hear David sing and play his harp. The angels wept with joy because mankind was so troubled and needed such comfort. The song David sang that night touched and moved the very heart of God.

The singing voice of David was so tender, pure and melodious. He began to sing the words of the most beautiful psalm ever known to mankind. Whether the psalm was read, quoted from memory, sung or accompanied by music, it had the same soothing effect on the heart, mind and soul.

The angels knew that the next day (1000 years later in human time), they would return to this very hill to announce the birth of the Lamb of God, who is the "Seed of David." God's Lamb would take away the sins of the world and bring peace to all mankind.

Bethlehem, known as the City of David, the very birthplace of David, would become the birthplace of the "King of Kings."

The angels' message would be given to a group of lowly shepherds just like David. Their message would be "Fear not; for, behold, I bring you good tidings of great joy, which shall be to all people. For unto you is born this day in the city of David a Savior, which is Christ the Lord. And this shall be a sign unto you; ye shall find the babe wrapped in swaddling clothes, lying in a manger." And suddenly there was with the angel a multitude of the heavenly host praising God, and saying, "Glory to God in the highest, and on earth, peace, good will toward men."

Later the "Star of Bethlehem" would lead wise men from the East to pay homage to the King of the Jews.

Listen to David's song as he introduces to the world Israel's shepherd, who became the sacrificial "Lamb of God", slain from the foundation of the world. David wanted everyone to know the "Prince of Peace."

Psalm twenty-three, David's message of peace to the world, took place in 1000 BC. No music as beautiful as David's has been heard on earth again. Only those who have accepted the Messiah into their hearts and lives will hear music like David's when they enter heaven.

In heaven there will be many harps used to sing praises to God Almighty. Somewhere, I believe, there will be a special place, perhaps a simple monument to David's immortal words. This testimonial may be a large block of gold engraved with Psalm twenty-three. The words will be inlaid with many precious stones. Hanging on the side of this magnificent memorial we will see David's amazing harp.


Psalm 23
The Lord is my shepherd; I shall not want.
He maketh me to lie down in green pastures: He leadeth me beside the still waters.
He restoreth my soul: He leadeth me in the paths of righteousness for his name's sake.
Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, I will fear no evil: for thou art with me; thy rod and thy staff they comfort me.
Thou preparest a table before me in the presence of mine enemies.
Thou anointest my head with oil; my cup runneth over.
Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me all the days of my life: and I will dwell in the house of the Lord forever.